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and the flood of waters began sweeping through the streets of
the town, the Geards were as ignorant of the extent of the dis-
aster as was Red Robinson in his little new house in Bove Town,
This ignorance of the authorities of the new commune as to the
extent of the flood in the early hours of the fifteenth was brought
against 'them afterwards in the general public criticism of these
events; but as a matter of fact both Dave Spear and Paul Trent
were up and out of their rooms by half-past four that morning.
It was about six o'clock that the railway lines became impass-
able; but before that hour the early luggage trains that left the
town brought news of the coming disaster to Taunton, to Bristol,
to Yeovil, to Wareharn, to Bournemouth, to Greylands, to Dor-
chester.
Dave Spear and Paul Trent were doing their utmost to convey
warnings to the threatened houses and to get the people out of
them;  but when officials from Taunton began interfering with
them they  relinquished  their  authority  and  handed  over the
whole management of affairs to Lord Brent, a cousin of Lord P.,
who at that time was the High Sheriff of Somersetshire. This
energetic gentleman who had a house not far from Middlezoy,
had been rendered sleepless by the fact that his own dwelling was
on low-lying ground. Lord Brent had kept in close touch with
both police and military all through that agitating night and
was on the spot at a very early hour. It was he who, before the
little commune's authorities had thought it necessary to make
such an appeal, had stirred up the local air-force commanders
and caused military aircraft carrying tents and provisions to
land at Wirral Hill and establish an emergency camp up there.
Thus before the Mayor of Glastonbury had the least idea that
the water was pouring down the High Street and standing at least
a foot deep amid the Abbey Ruins, airmen with searchlights
and soldiers with lanterns and spades were already established
upon the summit of Wirral Hill.
' It was from this point of observation, while he rested from
his labours of directing rescue-parties, that Dave Spear surveyed
the ghastly dawn of that fifteenth of March. By his side as he
stood up there was none other than Philip Crow. Philip, like
Lord Brent, and for the same reason, had kept his clothes on all